THE INCARNATION OF PAN

ONE summer day I had spent many hours in a Devon-
shire wood. A thousand sights and sounds had
delighted me. I had taken a book out with me. But
who can read the printed page when everywhere the
trees and flowers are telling tales more wonderful
than those written in books ?

It was nearly ten o^clock in the evening when I
rose to go.  I walked slowly, loath to leave that
charmed spot. I had often on such occasions looked
with a certain amount of curiosity at an old house on
the outskirts of the wood. There were strange stories
about the present owner. Tales told in country inns
over a tankard of brown ale by rustics who, like the
owners of the old house, added a bit here and a bit
there with each additional telling. I had listened to
these stories with incredulous amusement. From all
accounts the present owner was in league with the
Devil. So many people who choose a way out of the
general running, are said to be in league with the
Devil.

That particular night I stood looking at the house
longer than usual. The blinds were not drawn down